A Mill in the Spessart

Jut our love goes out to the nameless mills that stud
he landscape on sandy heights and beside purling waters,
;asting a sturdy defiance to the technical monsters that
jo roaring and hooting past them withoutbreakingtheir
sternal rhythmic grind which knows no other interrup-
ion than the hand of the miller and the powerful voices
)f wind and stream.